ANT 


Black ant F16D sped over the driveway and onto the soil with a good cover of grass. Some other unlucky citizen 
from her colony C56E had secreted an alarm pheromone on the driveway, and everyone else knew to run away 
from the epicenter of that smell. 

Moving on now, F16D is cruising within a few microns per hour of the current colony speed average (CCSA). 
Being the poikilohtherms that they are, the warm temperatures had gotten the colony excited and then sunlight 
on their underground lair shot their excitement out of the ground and onto the local streets and wildlands of the 
United States of America. 

Everyone was cruising now, sometimes within sensory range of others, sometimes ranging out totally solo into 
the unknown. No ant stays out in the unknown forever -the ant eventually will run low on fuel and follow its own 
pheromone trail back to C56E, or find fuel and bring some back to C56E, or have a life ending event. 

F16D was cruising along when the sharp angle of a tricycle wheel broke the horizon line in front of her, and had 
crushed a path in the grass. It was still and dormant due to no presence of human motor, no ground shaking 
from humans could be felt, the tricycle sent no alarms which by omission meant it was sending a signal to 
explore. Hunter-gatherer citizen comrades from C56E were already ascending other wheels of this tricycle, 
unbeknownst to F16D, she was the first to be at this particular 

wheel, and the pheromone trails on the other wheels were too far to inform and influence her commute 
decisions. 

The spokes of the wheel led to an axle, which then connected to a large flat piece of red metal -the rear step of a 
conventionally configured tricycle. Such rear steps are often a place of magnificent sized morsels of food due to 
riders usually being a small child, always eating, and clumsy. This was one of those times - in the middle of the 
red metallic barren high plain sat a cupcake 5 millimeters by 3 millimeters by 1 millimeters in approximate size. 

F16D accelerated towards the cupcake, caught the route pheromones recently laid down by others in colony 
C56E, allowing F16D to find the shortest route quickly. Once at the cupcake landing site she bit into and 
consumed a chunk for fuel. After that F16D chiseled off a piece five times her size and effortlessly lifted it 
overhead for a long haul home. 

The red metallic high plains were easy footwork, descending the wheel took a constant reassessing the 
situation. Merging onto the soil at a slow speed it took only a second to reach current colony speed average, and 
then it was a steady cruise aided by route pheromones to home. 

Across the driveway F16D gained speed with higher temperatures propelling her metabolic system to greater 
physical output. The sun was out today, which is what had set up all the conditions for this situation: sunlight 
excites ants and sends them out to explore, sunlight sends child out on tricycle, long hours out on tricycle means 
refueling with cupcakes and milk. Peaceful reinforcing loop -the humans feed the ants and the ants provide free 
efficient clean up of food debris. 

Overhead a giant quick shadow and a blur hit F16D, or more like hit her load of food. A sparrow. Lifting off from 
the driveway, F16D was still holding on as the bird beaked and punctured the food, taking large portions into its 
gullet. The bird then noticed F16D, and got visibly more excited at the idea of eating a crunchy piece of protein. 

That is when the crow appeared in a dive bomb on the sparrow. Its neck was instantly snapped, and the tiny 
portion of cupcake fell from the sparrows mouth, along with the eternally latched-on F16D. The crow's mate 
arrived and they seemed to discuss how to tear the sparrow apart, what parts are best, etc. They were focused 
on the dead sparrow, and looking out for other big birds that may want the sparrow as much as they did. They 
didn't notice the fairly trivial morsel of cupcake moving away at a speed well above current colony speed 
average. 

F16D got home with the cupcake. 
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